
NOTE. JL young lady had visited theSouth for her Tudtth, butrinduuf that she liourfy grew worse,her 
rriettds 7utmeJ her home. Ot v the journey s7ie was very ranch ev/unisted, and continually etup tired 
dire we abuost there 1 She died just het'oreseachinghoine.dtrimd who accompanied her wrote the song. 
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high! ’gainst the heavens’ blue dome. 
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cool wa-ters dashed o’er the large white stone, And she thought it would 
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While yet so young and her bloom grew less, 

They had born her away to a kindlier clime: 

For she would not tell that ’twas only distress, 

That had gathered life’s rose in its sweet spring time. 

4 

And she had looked where they bade her look, 

At many a ruin and many a shrine, 

At the sculptured niclie, and the shady nook, 

And watched from high places the sun’s decline. 

5 

And in secret she sighed for a quiet spot; 

Where she oft had played in childhood’s hour. 
Though shrub or flow’ret marked it not, 

It was dearer to her than the gayest bower. 
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Then swift -ly, more swift - - - - ly they hur - ried her on, But their 
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